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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
(in Sofia from Golden Girls voice): Picture it! San Francisco! 1988! Tharks for this prompt. It really checked all 


my boxes and | was so excited to write it! Merry ficmas! 


"What's your angle here? You know the guy hates me. He'll probably destroy all my stuff once he gets wasted! 


Why can't you have him over to your house?" 
James scoffed and shook his head. Kirk was overreacting. 


‘Its gonna be fine, man. You heard Lars - Dave's been keeping his cool lately. Lars just played with him the 
other night and they had a great time! He's not like he used to be." 


"Even if that's true, | don't get why you can't have him over at your place." 


"They're spraying for bugs-" James almost cut the last word short in his frustration. "Why do you think | 
slept over? | told you all this last night, Hamster. You said it was OK ‘cause your wife's out of town." He 
wagged his head back and forth, eyes open wide, trying to jog Kirk's mind "How do you not remember?" 


"We drank, like, forty beers, man! | don't remember anything!” 
James was surprised, and a bit miffed at the statement. Squinting at Kirk, he asked, "You remember nothing?" 
"Um, not really, no." 


Picking up his spoon and bringing it to his mouth slowly, James considered whether or not to refresh his 
friend's foggy memory about the previous evening. He crunched down on a mouthful of cereal as he mulled it 


over. 


It certainly had not been the first time they had gotten handsy with each other or their other bandmates. 
James had seen Kirk's junk probably a hundred times before he ever touched him. The guy was constantly 
dropping his pants as a joke, grabbing other people's crotches against their will, and had no shame in his 
bathrobe. In the years they'd lived together there had been many occasions in which they'd had too much to 
drink and acted on their curiosities, usually forgetting some of the more intimate details by morning. The 
vague recollection of tongues and aggressive hands would be all they were left with, and later would laugh off 


the acts as the simple consequences of being wildly intoxicated, horny young men 


But that had been a few years ago. Before they'd all left the Metallica Mansion. Before Kirk had gotten 
married. Before Cliff had... 


Last night the two of them had crossed a line. James could still feel Kirk's soft lips moving over his cock, the 
coils of his long, black hair threaded through his fingers. He could feel the silk of the blindfold Kirk had tied 
over his eyes. He could smell the sweet sweat of Kirk's body on his hands, taste the bleachy flavor of his seed 
on his tongue. He couldn't remember why, exactly, but his neck was sore to the touch. As his mind went back 


through pieces of the night, he felt himself hardening again. 


He'd woken up with a hangover in the dull morning light, draped over Kirk's naked body, head on his chest, leg 
wrapped completely around the smaller man. Unable to sleep through the pounding in his head, he had gotten 
up, found some aspirin and made coffee. He fucked around with new riffs on Kirk's best guitar for a couple 


hours until his friend woke up. 


James decided that if Kirk had forgotten it all, then so be it. It was one thing to suck each other off, but 
another thing entirely to talk about it. He was especially uncomfortable with the idea of recounting the way 
Kirk had manhandled him so roughly.. and how much he'd liked it. 


"Damn, Hamster. You got the worst memory." He avoided certain details, continuing, "You told me | could come 
here after the party ‘cause Lars' place was such a disaster and you didn't want me to ‘end up sleeping in a 


pile of someone else's puke’ all those fuckin’ idiots and famous douchebags hanging around...” 


Kirk nodded, trying to remember. "And | told Dave he could come here.. tonight? | talked to him?" 


"No, /talked to him. You stood there like a dumbass until | asked if we could have a drink at your place tonight 
and then you said 'yes"" 


"Huh." 


"Yeah." James was having a hard time concentrating on the conversation. He felt a little warm looking at Kirk's 
pouting lips, the sense memory of them under his own causing him to shift himself with his hand under the 


table, out of Kirk's eyeline. 
Vexed by the situation, and hungover worse than usual, Kirk put his head in his hands and moaned. 


Unexpectedly, James found himself turned on by the sound. Kirk had made similar noises while he was forcing 


himself into James' mouth, but they were longer, breathier... 


"Hey, I'm gonna take a shower. You look like you might need to do the same," James said, getting up and turning 
quickly while Kirk's eyes were still averted. He needed to take care of the situation brewing in his loins before 
he jumped Kirk's bones again in the broad daylight - didn't want him to see the tent he'd made in his 


underwear. "| didn't bring any extra clothes from Lars’ place.. Can | borrow something?" 


"Sure, just grab whatever fits. Go check the closet,” Kirk mumbled, his voice tired, face still in his hands. "I'm 


gonna just, like, lay on the couch for a while." 


James made his way back into the bedroom he'd slipped quietly out of earlier that morning, Finding a plain black 
tank top was easy amongst the bevy of shirts hanging up, but pants proved to be a problem. James settled on 
a pair of cutoff shorts that came up high above his mid-thigh - his legs so much longer than Kirk's - but 
they fit in the waist, so he made do. Lastly, he found the underwear drawer and pulled out the pair on top. He 
gave them a sniff, telling himself it was to make sure they were clean, but he felt another strong surge to 
his already-stiffened cock as he breathed in the same scent of fresh laundry that he'd smelled last night on 
Kirk's skin Putting them back in the drawer, he opted to go commando instead. Wearing someone else's 


underwear was weird. Not as weird as smelling if, he thought, ashamed of his own actions. 
He dug a towel out of the hall closet and hopped into the shower, turning the heat up high. 


As he stroked himself, he thought about Kirk out there in the living room in only his underwear, so weak and 
exhausted. Hungover. Defenseless. He thought again of how Kirk's mouth tasted. How the feel of a cock between 
his own lips was so arousing that he had almost come from just the thrusts into his throat. How he'd been 
held in place, his mouth used like a whore's while Kirk took his pleasure. James leaned back against the wall, the 


steam surrounding him, and jerked himself off to memory and to fantasy. 


Chapter 2 


It was late in the day before James realized that he couldn't remember ever giving Kirk's address to Dave. 
Fuck, he might not show. 


He was anxious to see his former friend again. He wanted to hang out just like in the old days. Dave's rekindled 
friendship with Lars was going better than he would have expected, and he had to wonder if perhaps the two 
of them had been adventurous together like James and Kirk had, an inebriated dalliance or two sparking back to 
life something that had seemed long dead. 


Snippets of fooling around with Dave came back to him - mostly being thrown about and kissed so forcefully 
that his lips would sometimes swell up or bleed. Dave was one of the first people to touch him intimately back 
when he was a pimply-faced teenager, inexperienced with the world and with members of the opposite sex. 
Dave had told him, the first time he drunkenly stroked James’ cock, "This is what it should feel like when they 
do it right. You gotta teach girls what to do with yours, just like you gotta make ‘em tell you what they like." 


James remembered little else from that particular encounter, but that advice had stuck with him. 


That and how Dave had whispered breathlessly between intermittent licks to his earlobe, "Just wait until you 
get your face in a pussy and feel those wet.. ripe.. lips." 


That had sent him over the edge. 


Waiting around to see if Dave would show, James pondered the potential awkwardness of being in such a small 
gathering with him for the first time in so many years. Though they'd run into each other occasionally at 
shows or parties, and it had been nice to catch up for those few minutes at Lars’ house last night on his way 


out the door, he was never sure what to expect from his former bandmate. 


He'd calculatedly invited David Ellefson and the nervous-looking new fellow who'd replaced Chris on guitar along 
as well, in hopes that by casting a wide net he would capture Dave. And, perhaps with the added buffer of his 
friends, Dave might be civil toward Kirk. 


The protective side of James was triggered every time he saw or read one of Dave's public interviews 
disparaging Kirk and his playing. He didn't want to have to step in if Dave decided to instigate something, but 
knew who he'd side with if it came to that. 


Kirk had seemingly regained some of his memories throughout the day as his hangover wore off. James noted 
several times in which he'd caught his eye in an unusual way, accompanied by a fleeting smile or a cocked 
eyebrow. He wondered if in those moments a sudden memory passed through Kirk's mind, and if that was the 


case, he certainly did not seem to feel uncomfortable about it. 


By nine PM they were sitting in Kirk's little home studio playing blues tunes together, not really working on 
anything in particular. Kirk had been increasingly flirtatious, scooting ever closer over the course of the 
evening, resting his calf on James’ thigh, giving him playful shoves. But now he was reaching out and playing 
the chords with his hand on James's guitar, their fingers touching, while James strummed. It wasn't unusual 
for Kirk to be a little physical with him, but with his body hovering so close behind his back, left arm around 
him to press the strings to the fretboard, he could feel Kirk's warm breath on his bare shoulder, and it 
titillated him. He began to crave the feel of that mouth on his neck, and ever so slightly leaned his head back 
toward Kirk, hoping to tempt him into it. 


Kirk was so close. Both playing the same guitar for no reason other than an excuse to touch. 
Oh, tuck it 

James impulsively turned around to face Kirk and blurted out what he'd been thinking all day. 
"Tell me what you remember about last night." 


Kirk, to James’ surprise, didn't blush, wasn't taken aback. He smiled coyly. "What exactly are you hoping that | 


remember?" 


That old familiar shyness crept back into his chest, his face, and he didn't respond, ashamed to speak the 


words. 


Sensing his reluctance, Kirk, bolder than him in all things sexual, fixed him with a naughty face, and touched his 


hand again, dragging fingers along his arm. 
"| remember going down on you. You didn't last long." He stepped one foot between James’, moving the guitars 
out of the way so that their bodies touched. "And | seem to remember you doing the same for me.. but | was 


rough on you." 


James blushed harshly. Kirk's hand tickled his skin and he wondered where it would travel to once it made its 
way up his arm. “Yeah, you were. It's okay." Kirk was peering intently into his eyes. 


"I know it's okay. Because you liked it" 
Reaching his face up to James’, he pressed their lips together. 


It was the first time he'd ever done that while they were both sober. James vaguely recalled, mid-kiss, that 
when Kirk had invited him over last night he'd made it a point to inform him that his wife wasn't home. 


This must have been on his mind already , James thought as Kirk's shapely lips moved against his. The notion 
energized him, and he kissed back with gusto. 


Standing on tip-toes, Kirk pulled away to mouth along James’ neck until his breath was in his ear. 


"You looked good with your lips around my cock Wanna try it again?" He smiled up at him, mischievous and 


excited. 


James felt a rush at the words, his groin twitching at the idea Yes, he wanted to suck on that pretty cock 
again, wanted to lick his balls and make him moan like he did last night. But he was nervous, the lights burning 
brightly overhead in the studio, no liquor in his body to dull the realization that he was completely into sucking 
dick. 


Kirk's hand went down to the front of his own pants, grabbing a fistful of bulge, and shaking himself at James, 
sassily. "It's right here if you want it." 


Pushing past his nervousness, James set his guitar down. He stepped closer to unzip Kirk's jeans. 


"Wait," Kirk said, backing up. He took the guitar off his own shoulder and sat on the edge of the round, leather 


ottoman, pulling his pants down. He motioned to James to come toward him. 


"On your knees," he instructed. James complied, a tingle of desire running through him as he was told what to 
do. "Now tell me. How did you like choking on my dick?" Kirk's smile faded. He was all business suddenly, and the 


change was umerving. 


James swallowed, uncomfortable with voicing his feelings, as usual. He looked away and timidly replied, "It was.. 


good." 


"Hal" A genuine laugh burst out of Kirk "Look at you! So shy again. James, you are gonna tell me what you 


liked about it. Describe it to me." 


On his knees at Kirk's feet, a hot feeling of shame came over him, unable to will himself to verbalize the 


sensations. 


Kirk became impatient and clapped him a couple times on the cheek. "You're gonna have to talk if you wanna 


see this again" His hand inside his underwear, he stroked himself, keeping his bare skin out of James’ view. 


He took a deep breath and tried to achieve the presence of mind he was capable of on stage. "I liked.. | liked 
feeling you holding me down" He breathed again, exhaling coolly, lips in an O-shape. "| liked that | couldn't 
breathe and you didn't care. You - your.." He swallowed. "It made my throat raw. | liked that, too." 


Kirk was open-mouthed, stroking faster now, as the words rolled out. He pulled on the ends of James's hair, 


dragging him toward himself. 


"Good boy," he huffed, and James was rewarded with the emergence of Kirk's throbbing dick from his 


underwear. 


James cautiously shifted forward and put a hand out, not quite touching him. He somehow sensed he needed 


permission. "May |?" 

"Yeah," Kirk replied. He kept a hawkish eye on James, recognizing that he liked to be controlled. "Touch me." 

As his fingers made contact, a sound from the front of the house startled them. A doorbell. 

"Oh, shit." 

"Fuck." 

They'd entirely forgotten about their company. 

Kirk shoved himself back into his underwear, pulling his pants up. James looked down, impressed at how hard he 
was, the tight jean shorts pressing into him in such a way that he was afraid his dick would come right out 
the leg if he didn't readjust. 

The doorbell rang a second time. 


Dave, of course, impatient as ever. 


James left Kirk in the studio, and marched down the hall to the kitchen, grabbing a few beers. He dangled the 
bottles by their necks between his fingers, using them to casually hide his pelvis as he opened the door. 


Dave was alone, save a case of beer and handle of whiskey. 

"Hey man, glad you found it. Wasn't sure if | gave you the address’ 
‘Gary gave it to me” 

Gary. What a lifesaver. 


Kirk's childhood best friend was a good buddy of Dave's, Exodus and Megadeth sharing stages frequently. Of 


course he'd called him up. 
"He said he'd tell me as long as | didn't kill Kirk" 


Still trying to shake off the feeling of Kirk's commanding tone just moments before in the studio, he pushed 
the cool beer bottles against himself, attempting to will away the hardness. He invited Dave inside, pointing him 
in the direction of the kitchen 


His cock was stubborn, the mental gymnastics he played with himself to soften his erection not working as 
quickly they normally did. He was so turned on that he was experiencing crazy thoughts. That had to be it. 
That, or, Dave's back muscles flexing in his tight shirt as he lifted the 30-rack from his shoulder down to the 


kitchen counter were truly as glorious as they looked. 


James leaned into the corner near the sink and handed Dave one of the beers he'd taken from the fridge. 


"Here ya go, man Good to have you here." 

"Thanks," he replied, fishing in his pocket for a lighter. With a swift motion, he cracked the metal top off the 
bottle with it and returned it to James, taking another closed beer from his hand, unknowingly brushing his 
half-erection with his fingers in the process. 

"So, uh, how are the new guys? Jeff and..?" 

"Chuck." Dave didn't offer anything further. 

Awkwardly, James pressed on. "Yeah, so, they any good, or.?" 

"Course they're fucking good, what the hell kind of question is that?" Dave scowled at him. 

"Just making conversation, man, calm down." 

Dave rolled his eyes, never one to bother with pleasantries. He was certainly still a jerk, all right, but James 
thought there was something refreshing about that. No stupid small talk, just drinking and direct conversation. 
It was surprisingly comfortable to be alone with him, even after several years of animosity and anger. 

James wondered why Dave had come by himself. "| see you didn't bring ‘em along with you. No Ellefson, even?" 


"Nope." 


He supposed that was the best answer he could have expected from Dave. No explanation - no good reason 


either, most likely. Dave did whatever he felt like. 


Sipping his beer, James looked his old friend up and down, the easy banter they'd always had returning 
naturally. "You look good, man. Kinda skinny, though.’ He reached a hand out and pinched his forearm, the skin 
tight, warm, so hairy compared to Kirk 


Dave grinned and kicked him in the shin. "Well you look like shit. Couldn't find a bikini so you had to settle on 
kids clothes, | see." He pointed at the tightly stretched tank and short shorts. James thought he saw Dave's 


eyes lingering on his tan lines. 


"So do | get a tour or what? | wanna see what you assholes fucked me out of when you gave Kirk my job." 


"Yeah, sure - HEY, HAMMETT!" James turned his head toward the hall as he shouted, unsure where Kirk had 
gone off to. 


The little guitarist wandered out of his studio casually, as if Dave being in his house was the most normal 
thing in the world. James recognized it as a bit of an act, an air of coolness to show Dave that he refused to 
be intimidated by his attitude. He looked so cute and deceptively innocent, curly bangs in his eyes, his curvy 


lips pulling up in a smile as he graciously extended a hand to Dave to shake. 

"Hi. How ya doin?" 

Dave didn't smile back, but he didn't bite Kirk's head off which, in James’ estimate, was a good start. 

"Wanna show us around? Dave wants to wallow in self pity." 

Dave punched him hard in the shoulder. 

"Yeah, come on," Kirk said as he reached around Dave to the counter, swiping the handle of whiskey and 
spinning open the cap. He took a fast swig, tipping the large, heavy bottle into his mouth two-handed, then 
carried it with him down the hall, Dave following just behind. James trailed both, watching their slim hips move 
in step, long curls swishing like mismatched twins. 

As they began touring the house, Dave's expression was stony, but Kirk managed to make a few jokes to ease 
the tension Dave eventually started to loosen up. James kept his distance, watching them interact. By the time 
they had completed the slow loop ending in the studio, he'd begun to notice odd, almost flirty, behavior. 

Dave took the whiskey from Kirk's hand and drank long, a droplet running down his chin. Kirk, by that point 
intoxicated, reached out and boldly wiped it off his face with his thumb. Dave didn't react, just stared at him 
and took another pull, eyes not leaving Kirk's. 

What was that? James wondered internally. The physical distance between Dave and Kirk had closed as they 
looked over Kirk's guitar collection, touching the instruments and analyzing the pros and cons of each. James 
hadn't expected them to get along, and was curious about how the dynamic would play out, but what he was 
witnessing was not at all what he'd had in mind. Fucking goddammit, he was incredibly jealous. 

He crossed the few steps over to them and ripped the open bottle from Dave's hand, indulging on his own. 
"Jesus, Hetfield, you grow some balls or what?" 


"Nah, he hasn't." Kirk, stupid drunk, reached out and slapped James's nuts, then squeezed. 


James doubled over, the grip too tight, the slap too hard. He felt the muscles contract in his abdomen, but 


along with the pain came a stirring jolt of desire. 


Dave's eyes widened, momentarily taken aback by Kirk's aggressive behavior toward James, but his expression 


changed into a knowing smile as he heard the tiny grunt of pleasure James had accidentally let out. 


"You still like that rough shit, huh," Dave remarked, rounding toward James. He picked up a wink from Kirk, 
returning the expression with amusement, before the two of them simultaneously turned to gaze at James, 


bent halfway over in his snug little outfit: 


The room was quiet except for James’ short breaths. He felt naked under the scrutiny of the two sets of 
burning eyes, but for some inexplicable reason, he did not want it to end. He bit his lip and stood to his full 
height, towering over Kirk, just barely gazing down at Dave, and let them drink him in, tan legs and a line of 


narrow belly exposed, big bare feet spread wide apart. 


Dave unabashedly looked up the length of James before breaking the silence with a change of subject, "I have 


weed..." 

The eyes peering into his sparkled, and James was sure it had nothing to do with the effects of the lighting in 
the room. Little snippets of memory flashed in and out of his mind, triggered by Dave's presence, so close to 
him now. 


Dave pushing him backward into a wall, Dave holding him down on his bed.. 


"Nice. | have papers in the den," Kirk responded, and with a backward glance at James, led the way out of the 


room. 


Chapter 3 


There were three couches in the living room. Three opportunities for them to spread out with space to 
themselves. Instead, there they sat, Dave on one side, Kirk on the other, and James in the middle of a single 
couch, as the latter leaned forward over the coffee table, rolling the dry, greenish-brown shake into a thin 
paper. He could feel both of them staring as he slowly licked along the sticky edge, then smoothed it down into 
a perfectly straight line. 


"Guest does the honors," he quipped, turning to hand the joint to Dave who raised it to his lips. James took a 
lighter from his pocket, bringing its flame up to the tip, making eye contact on the inhale. 


They smoked the joint in its entirety. The chatting began quietly at first, stilted, but grew louder as they 
continued to drink until more than half of the handle was gone and beer cans littered the coffee table. All 
three should have been in rehab, but instead they indulged heavily in their desires, their young bodies able to 


process the toxic effects with a modicum of ease. 


James was relaxed, slumped low into the couch, his legs splayed apart, feet flat on the floor. The womb of 
fluffy cushions and warm bodies tucked in on either side of him was lulling him to sleep. Dave and Kirk 
conversed animatedly over him, fully engrossed in one another, leaning inward. Strawberry-colored hair tickled 
his face, resulting in an increasing itch, and yet James was too lazy and comfortable to brush it away, To 
scratch at his skin. Instead, he sluggishly wound his hand up and into it, fingering the soft curls, rubbing them 
further onto his cheek. Oh God , it smelled good. Pot smoke and something akin to cedar; he was reminded of 
campfire. He breathed it in, unconcerned, forgetting himself in his hazy state. 


James realized presently that the talking around him had ceased. He tilted his face upward and found two pairs 
of dark eyes peering down at him, one set in a face attached to the curtain of hair he was so wantonly pulling 


upon. 


"The fuck you doing, Hetfield?" Dave asked rhetorically, but there was no anger, no judgment in his voice. As 
James pulled his hand back, he could see in Dave's eyes that he'd long since crossed over into his infamous 


crazy-wasted state. 


In the next moment Dave was on top of him, legs astride his, both large hands clutching at his hair. Kirk leapt 
backward into the arm of the couch at the abrupt motion, Dave's sharp knee catching him hard in the shin as 


he mounted James. 


A rush of blood coursed through James' ears as Dave inclined his face to kiss him roughly, sucking at his lips. 
The soft, sensuous mouth was incongruous with the snap of teeth onto his lip that followed, and the fleeting 
pain caused him to harden quickly. Uncaring that they had an audience, James began to slide his hands up his 
broad torso, but Dave grabbed both wrists and held him down. 


Pulling up to stop for a second, Dave breathed hard. He had evidently sensed the sexual tension between Kirk 
and James early on in the night. "So you guys been fuckin’ each other or what?" His sly eyes darted sideways 


to taunt his replacement. "Ya jealous, Kirk?" 
"We don't fuck" Kirk shrugged. "But we fuck around." 


"Hal | knew it.” Dave couldn't help competing with Kirk, James noted, unsurprised. He wondered how far Dave 


would take this to try to piss Kirk off. "So you wanna hit me for touching your boy, or what?" 


‘Of course not." Kirk's hand moved over his crotch, pushing down on himself, gently adjusting. "Let's see the 


show, Dave. Impress me." 


In disbelief, Dave sat on James, his mouth slightly agape at Kirk, who simply squeezed his own cock through his 
pants. 


"Well, get on with it," he told Dave, unblinking. "Let me see what you've got" 


James was so hard it almost hurt. The low, commanding voice Kirk used went straight to his cock, pressing up 
into the heat of Dave's ass on top of him. Dave seemed not to know what to do next, derailed by Kirk's 
laissez-faire attitude, until he felt the twitch from underneath him. Hard bones ground down then into James’ 
hips, derim seams fighting each other as Dave began to move back and forth, sliding along James's cock, his 
hands still pinning him down. 


He could tell that his lips were bruising already, so aggressive, so strong and forceful, was Dave. James was 
easily swept up in his tornado of passion, reigniting the fire he'd felt every time Dave had used him years ago. 
He felt virginal again, the way he'd been when they'd first experimented together, the memory of his own 


innocence and subsequent corruption turning him on so much that he was sweating, his face hot and red. 


Dave stood then. He shoved James around on the sofa until he was leaning back between Kirk's spread knees. 
He felt his wavy locks being twisted over one shoulder, exposing his golden-tanned neck. A hard bulge poked 
into his back. Long fingers trailed down his body from behind him, pulling the small shirt up, tracing faint lines 
in the soft hair on his belly. 


His legs were lifted and spread, Dave kneeling down onto the couch between them, wrapping them around his 
own hips. The tan, thin, fingers touching his stomach moved to his arms, and abruptly pinned them back, 
forcing his chest upward toward Dave. 


A second pair of hands, this time from in front of him, snaked their way up his thighs, one entering the leg of 
the shorts, only making it an inch inside before slipping up against the tip of his erection 


Dave slid his fingers out of the pant leg and looked at them, adorned with a small, wet shine. He put them to 
his tongue, staring James down as he did so. James moaned softly at the sight. 


"Dave..." 
He popped his fingers from his mouth and snapped open the button of the cutoffs. Unzipping, he pulled hard to 
get the tight material down, backing up to take them off James’ long legs. Kirk's breath audibly hitched at the 


sight of his cock springing free, hard as a rock. An exploratory tongue entered his ear, causing an involuntarily 


skyward thrust of his hips. Dave, between his knees, captured his cock in one warm mitt as he moved. 
He leaned down over James, bracing himself with one arm and began to jerk him off, humping him hard 


between his legs at the same time. He bit at James's lips again, sucking and tonguing his mouth in a fury as 


Kirk bit his neck, thrusting his groin into his back. He was trapped and loving it, the hand on his cock hot, and 
gripping tightly. 


Just as he started to feel the beginnings of an orgasm stirring in his belly, Kirk hit the brakes. 


"Wait," he insisted, breathlessly. The bony arm holding James’ together moved out from behind him. Kirk stood 
up, grabbed the handle of whiskey. 


With a, "Follow me," he began to move in the direction of the hall. 
Dave looked quizzically down at James and then back to Kirk, his head cocked. 
"Trust me, this is gonna be better," Kirk promised as he walked out. 


Peeling himself off of the couch, Dave shook his mane out behind his shoulders, and then grabbed James by 
his hair, wordlessly yanking him up and dragged him, pants-less, down the hall to Kirk's bedroom. 


Chapter 4 


"You got a key for these somewhere, right?" 


As if he hoped the answer was ‘no’, Dave jangled the set of handcuffs and smiled in open-mouthed intrigue at 


Kirk. 


"Mm hm, handy at all times," Kirk replied, nodding in the direction of the bedside table with a conspiratorial 


smirk. 


Once they'd made it inside the dimly lit space, James had been thrown carelessly down onto the bed, falling to 
the billowy, unmade sheets. He'd promptly noticed something familiar from the night before - a black slip of 
cloth which, visible now in the soft lamplight, appeared to be a woman's hair bow laid out on the bedside table. 
Running his fingers over its silken finish, he recalled its usage. 


Oh right. The blindfold. 


The white sheets, in appearance, were clean, but he knew all too well the dirty secrets they held. Over by the 
wooden dresser Kirk had stood, rifling through a drawer that did not sound to James like it was filled with 
clothes. When his hands emerged, James glimpsed a flash of something metal, another black piece of fabric 

- are those ladies‘ panties? - and a small, clear bottle. Judging by the noise it made when he shut the drawer, 
there had been plenty else in there to be curious about. 


Dave made a move toward the bed, but Kirk jutted a hand out, snatching the cuffs back, stopping him. "Hold 
it” 


It was obvious that Dave was not used to being told what to do any more than he ever had been. His eyes 
flashed a warning, but he restrained himself from doing something rash. James’ momentary fear of Kirk 


receiving a reactionary physical blow passed as quickly as it had come on. 
"Just watch," Kirk appealed to Dave. "Just for now. | think you might like it” 


As patiently as he could manage to, Dave remained still. His suspicious eyes followed Kirk as he climbed onto 


the California King and over to where James had been discarded onto it. 


A trace of wetness left behind, a result of Dave's touch, James’ cock ached for more while he silently awaited 
instruction. Apprehension wormed its way into his mind, the few clues as to what he was in for pointing to an 
experience more intense than anything in his past. Rather than shrinking away, though, the fear titillated 


James. 


"Okay." He thought it sounded like Kirk was delivering a prepared speech. "If you don't like this, just say ‘wher’ 
and it doesn't have to go any farther. You hear that, Dave?" he questioned, turning his head at the last 


sentence to make sure he was understood. Dave raised his eyebrows and nodded. 


Kirk looked back into James’ eyes, serious and personal now. "Say ‘when’, alright? l'm used to being... kind of 
rough. | think you can handle whatever | - we -" he gestured to Dave, "might throw at you, but just wanna 
make sure you're good." James nodded too, completely at a loss as to what was going to happen. Kirk was kind 


of scaring him. 
"Arm," Kirk commanded, extending his hand. 


James lifted his forearm from his side and Kirk, with strength James didn't know he had, pulled him up toward 
the head of the bed, hooking the handcuffs around his wrist, and threaded them through one of the metal 
bars of the bed frame. 


"Okay, next one." James allowed his second wrist to be clasped sloppily into the other side of the cuffs, his 
captor wobbling a bit in his inebriated state. 


Hands straight back behind his head and naked from the waist down, James drew his knees up protectively, 
suddenly feeling overexposed. Though his brain was slow and fuzzy from the whiskey and weed, he was aware 


he'd gotten himself into quite a situation. 


Still kneeling, Kirk ran his fingers from James’ bare hip bone up his thigh. "Well. Heh. You look good like this," he 


smiled. "How does it feel?" 


Drawing a shaky breath, James tried to steady his voice so as not to appear too anxious. "It's okay.." He 


swallowed. "So what are you gonna do to me?" 


"You'll see. Don't worry." The reassuring half-smile accompanying the words reminded James that Kirk was 
considerate and kind, and would not truly harm him. At least, not the version of Kirk he knew. "We can stop 


whenever you need to. Now, shh." 


His small friend kissed him gently on the lips, before shuffling away from him, his attention drawn elsewhere 


by a "hm" from behind. 


Dave stood, hands on hips, at the foot of the bed, his expression indecipherable. Kirk gave him a smile as he 
calmly took his own shirt off, letting it fall to the sheets, a black smudge in a sea of white. He undid his pants. 


He looked Dave up and down expectantly with eyebrows raised. 


"Sure would like to see what's under there," he said, his grin suggestive. Biting his lower lip, Kirk motioned at 


Dave with his fingers, coaxing him to hurry it along. 


Ever reluctant to obey, Dave remained clothed. He walked around to the side of the bed where Kirk lay and 
bent over him, tipping the lovely face up with a finger to plant a wet, sucking kiss on his lips. He stepped first 


one knee and then the other onto the mattress, leaning forward, his weight slowly forcing Kirk down onto his 


back. 


James could swear he saw a ripple of energy flow through Kirk's body in response, his hands flying up to 
touch Dave's face, to touch his shoulders. He caught a glimpse of their tongues swirling over one another's as 
their lips parted with the kiss. A healthy rush of blood flowed to his nethers again, electrified by the sight of 
Kirk reaching down to unbutton Dave's pants, though Kirk teasingly denied touching him where he wanted it 
most. Instead, he stripped him of his shirt and tossed it onto the floor. James could almost feel the radiating 
heat of their bodies. Another angry twinge of jealousy shot through him, so horny and hard just from 


watching. 


"Hey, bring it over here," he whined, craving attention Kirk broke from Dave's mouth and reached his hand out 
to grab something from the side table. A moment later, a black, lacy piece of clothing was being stuffed into 
his mouth. 


Kirk's wife's panties. 
Kirk shook his head at James. 


Oh, fuck, so its gonna be like this, he thought. 


"Did | say you could talk? If you spit that out, you might not like the consequences.” His big, innocent eyes 


blinked a couple of times and he smiled at him as if they were in on a joke together. 


All he could do was learn Kirk's game as he went. He guessed he'd be able to spit the panties out if he needed 
to. But would he even want to? At this point James doubted there was anything they could do to him that 
he'd want to stop. He was dying to be touched. He wanted their hands, their mouths. He wanted it all. 


Kirk, taking control back, pushed Dave off himself, causing him to roll toward the center of the bed. Flushed 
skin touched James’ shoulder, and he squirmed immediately closer toward Dave's body, desperate for the 
physical connection. Dave turned over to face him, already smirking. James needed to move his hands, needed 
to stroke the smooth skin of those heated cheeks, graze those pouty lips with the tips of his fingers - but he 
was trapped. He gave a futile little whine through the fabric. Cruel Dave simply laughed. 


He brought his face close to James’, their eyes locked. Dave's lips were so close, so tempting, and yet, he 
stuck out his tongue and licked just the tip of James’ nose, cackling again. 


"This is kinda fun," he said, looking over at Kirk, who had propped himself onto his elbows to watch. He tweaked 
James' nipple lightly, and looked back at Kirk again, almost as if waiting for approval. He repeated the action on 
the other nipple this time, harder, James tensing up at the pinch. 


Kirk said nothing. He looked down at Dave's clothed legs, then back up to his eyes, lifting an eyebrow 
questioningly. Dave got the hint and took his pants off. 


"Uh, hm. Anything else you want to get rid of?" Kirk looked pointedly at the pair of briefs Dave had managed 
not to shed. If the hardness straining at the fabric was to be believed, Dave was enjoying this, though he made 


a face as if to protest being given instructions. 


Always so stubborn, James recalled. He gazed at Dave with sultry, half-lidded eyes in encouragement, using the 
only power he had left, chained up and gagged as he was. 


Dave bit his lip with a smirk. He thumbed at the waistband of his underwear, letting the elastic snap back to 
his skin Refusing to break eye contact with James, he slowly pulled the briefs off, lifting them up in order to 
drop them dramatically over the side of the bed 


He kneeled with arms crossed, shoulders back defiantly, and stared the two of them down. 


A soft sigh escaped Kirk's mouth, prompting James to glance over in time to see him absentmindedly run his 
tongue over his lips, gaze set upon Dave. James understood. He wasn't sure if he'd ever seen Dave completely 
naked before, their sexual encounters in the past typically furtive and quick, a hand job in a bathroom, dry 
humping in a dark closet, and so forth. 


"Come on" Kirk watched as Dave eyed James' body in return "I wanna see you touch it again. Show me what 


you like to do." 
Dave's cock came alive even more in response. 
Fuuuck, he's into this too. 


The sheer anticipation of touch was driving James crazy. Another whine worked its way out of his mouth. At 


that, Dave straddled one of his thighs and sunk down over his body. 


Just the soft tickle of the hair on their legs touching gave James a rush. He couldn't help shifting himself 
around, trying to get more friction, the metal of the handcuffs cutting into his wrists as he moved. Dave 


hovered over him, staring into his eyes. 


Slowly at first, Dave spread his knees wider, lowering himself onto James. He felt the smooth brush of a cock 
against his, and Dave shifted his hips backward, dragging himself along the length of James without using his 
hands. 


Another soft sound came from Kirk, but this time James couldn't tear his eyes away from Dave. He trembled 
at the sensation of that rigid cock making its way down to his balls and back up to the head of his dick 

Shifting his weight onto one hand, Dave used the other to run two fingers, spread into a peace-sign, along the 
sides of James’ shaft, teasing him. He placed his teeth at the pulse point in James’ neck, and slowly but surely 


increased pressure. 


Dave's hips thrusted forward minutely as he sunk his teeth in, failing to keep them still. The head of his cock 
poked into James’ abs just above the line of pubic hair, and he tensed at the feeling, his dick twitching so 
fiercely it lifted several inches up off his belly, his asshole tightening. He longed to touch that luscious cock, to 


wrap his fingers around it, make it come for him, but he was stuck there being teased. 


Dave, unencumbered, was able to do what James was not. A thumb applied gentle pressure at the juncture of 
James' shaft and head, slowly massaging the spot. Fingers closed over his tip, then opened, stroking down his 
shaft, spreading the precum he'd leaked out. James jolted at the sensation, moaning in gratitude. 


Dave began rubbing his dick against James' leg, using the hardness of his quad to grind against, but just then, 

out of the corner of his eye, James saw Kirk's hand reach out and push Dave's hips upward and away, denying 
him the pleasure. Displeased at the loss of friction, Dave huffed in his face but kept rubbing his cock. He was 

so good at it. He remembered just what James liked 


Changing the angle, Dave shifted back onto his heels. He lifted one of James’ long legs up and over his shoulder 
and the other over his thigh, spreading him wide. One hand gripped around the base of his cock, ready to 
tighten up at any moment to try to keep him from coming too early. The other slid up and down his shaft. 


Wild black hair appeared above James' face. Kirk held the wide hair ribbon in his hands, and lifted his head up 
from the pillow to tie it over his eyes like he'd done the night before. 


A small sound of a bottle uncapping reached his ears and a second later, Dave's moving hand had released him. 
He didn't have to wait long to find out why. Slightly colder and wet now, the fingers found him again and slid up 
and down, slick and fast. James uttered a guttural sound, muffled by the panties, and jutted his hips upward 
into the feeling. 

"Slower." 

The voice came from beside his head The hand went to half-speed. 


"Dave. Slower." 


The obeying hand dragged to a torturously slow pace, up and down. James let out a frustrated groan which 
was met instantly with a slap to his face and one short word in his ear - "No." 


He lay silently, letting Dave torment him, feeling a whimper building in his chest, but managed to restrain it. 
Against the inside of his knee, James felt a tongue and lips. Dave bit lightly along his skin as he slowly moved 
his hand. He could hear and feel the vibration of him grunting softly against his leg, not allowed to give in to 


his own wants. 


"Harder." 


Dave gripped him too tightly for comfort as he bit down deeply into the meat of his inner thigh. James’ hips 
raised up into the pain, lifting off Dave's lap as he stifled another whine. He felt the hand release a little, 


reluctant to hurt him too much, but Kirk must have noticed Dave's hesitancy. 
"Harder, | said." 


He tightened both hands, the lower one now choking off the blood supply to his dick, the palm smashing down 
into his balls. Unable to stop himself, James let out a muffled cry, knowing it would earn him another smack, 


but he couldn't help it. 


On cue, a firm hand whacked him again. Kirk was rough with him, his hands suddenly in his hair, pulling his head 
backward. "Didn't you hear me? You have to be quiet." James breathed fast, recovering from the blow. "Shh." 


As he lowered his hips back down, he felt the intense hardness of Dave's erection pressed to him, restless and 
ignored. Dave breathed shakily as James’ ass pushed against him, restraining himself with extreme difficulty. 


Kirk's hand in his hair was still yanking his head backward, his mouth forced open by the fabric inside. He felt 
hot lips on his own suddenly, and teeth ripped out the underwear. A tongue was in his mouth. He didn’t kiss 
back, unsure if he was allowed to. His lips were sucked to the point of bruising. His hair felt like it was being 
pulled out by the roots. It hurt. God it hurt, but he didn't want it to stop. Dave's hand sped up while Kirk was 
preoccupied with James mouth, and the change in pace elicited another grunt. Kirk bit him hard as punishment, 


the taste of blood swimming in his mouth. 


Of course the horror freak would be into this, James thought. Kirk loved the aspect of fear, and in this case he 


got to create and control it, using mild violence as a tease. 


"Hey. Is this too much for you?" Kirk's voice in his ear was quiet and sincere, and he loosened his grip on 
James’ hair, awaiting a response. James shook his head ‘no’. Louder this time so Dave could hear, he asked, 


"You ever had anything up your ass?" James shook his head again. 


There was a pause. He sensed some kind of silent exchange happening between Kirk and Dave. Addressing James 
again, Kirk asked, "You take a shit today?" James wanted to laugh at the phrasing, but he knew that what was 
about to happen to him hinged on his response, and it wasn't going to be funny. 


"Yeah," James replied out loud, bracing for a slap. It didn't happen. His retribution came instead in the form of 
a finger shoved unceremoniously into his ass. James' mouth open and gasping, Kirk took the opportunity to 
shove the panties back in and muted him with his hand, giggling into his ear. 


He panted against the fabric. Dave jerked him faster now, the middle finger of his other hand curling slowly 
forward in a smooth, circular motion, finding something stimulating that sent a shiver through his body, 


increasing in intensity every time it was pressed. 


"Fuck him with your fingers. Spread him open" 


At that moment, Kirk scared the hell out of James. His voice was tight and cold, the sweetness gone. His 
strong fingers closed over his nose now, his breathing cut off completely. The hand on his dick was gone again 
for a second and the motion inside him stopped. He felt a cold trail of liquid dripping over his ass, and a second 
finger was slipped inside, but not without some difficulty. It hurt, even with the slickness of the lube to ease 
the pain. He tried to make noise, tried to cry out, but Kirk had his face in a vice grip. Just before he became 


desperate, the pressure in his lungs building, the hand was removed. 
"One more, Dave. Stretch him out for me." 


James tried to relax his muscles, knowing what was coming. Dave pulled his fingers out, then slowly this time 
pushed three back in, spreading him open. It was uncomfortable and foreign, and he felt the whimpering 
sensation coming back, but shoved it down and mentally leaned into the pain 


The fingers curled again, the sensation mixing some pleasure into the discomfort. His cock was still hard, 


ignored and aching as Dave stroked his fingers against his prostate. 


"Yeah. Yess," Kirk hissed, and James wondered if he was jerking himself off to the view. Amidst stifled growls 
and bites to James’ leg, Dave was grinding himself into the meat of his ass cheek, starting to lose his cool. 
Needing release. His fingers pumped harder, and James just knew he was fantasizing that they were his cock 


instead. 
"Hey!" Kirk's tone was sharp. "Don't you dare. That's for me." 


The friction of James' head moving against the pillow too great, the soft silk of the blindfold worked its way 
undone in time to witness Kirk's face, eyes narrowed at Dave, lower jaw jutting forward in uncharacteristic 
aggression He seemed ready to attack. Ready to use force to make him stop. Dave ignored him completely, 
totally worked up and staring intensely, almost through James, as he stretched and pounded his ass with his 


fingers, his cock slipping ever closer to his entrance. 


"Dave!" Kirk spat at him through gritted teeth. He sat forward and leaned toward him, ready to make a move. 
"Hey!" 


"Shut the fuck up." 
All three fingers were ripped from James' body at once, and he felt sick. 


Dave turned in outrage. Cat-like he launched himself onto Kirk. He growled, pulling the smaller body underneath 
his easily, grasping his wrists to hold him down, 


Caught off-guard, Kirk was at a disadvantage, yet he fought back, trying mightily to escape the hold. He kicked, 
wrapping his legs around his waist and pounded his lower back with his heels, but Dave was numbed from the 


alcohol and it didn't hurt him enough to stop. 


"I am gonna fuck you up!" 


Practically screaming, his unbridled rage had erupted in typical Dave-fashion Kirk continued struggling, pointless 
as it was, trying to knee Dave in the balls to get him off of him. A lifted fist crashed down with breathtaking 


speed just an inch from Kirk's head, causing James to gasp in fear for that perfect nose. 


"Fine," Kirk breathed, clearly bested. He stopped thrashing around and lay still in acceptance that he'd been 


overpowered, 


Chapter 5 


Dave had made his point, but still refused to disengage. He pressed his bare hips down into Kirk's, keeping him 
pinned as he bit his chest, deeply sinking teeth into his pecs, sucking on a nipple until it peaked, driving his cock 
against him. Kirk, silent and stoic through the onslaught, tried to refuse Dave the satisfaction of his reaction, 
but his hips involuntarily rolled anyway. James watched it all, completely enraptured by the scene. 


Dave let go of Kirk's wrists and stared down at him, waiting to see if he would try anything else. 
He didn't. 


Teeth tore out of Kirk's zipper, no match for the force Dave exerted in yanking his pants down. He ripped 
them off of his legs, underwear coming with them, and chucked them behind himself before the whirlwind 
finally came to a halt. 


Proud of what he had to offer, Kirk lay still, a slight smirk on his face, his tongue Toying with a tooth under 


his closed lips, allowing Dave to look him over. 


They barely noticed James watching them, unbothered that his blindfold was gone. He pushed with his tongue, 


ejecting the saliva-soaked underwear from his mouth and licked his lips. 


Tentatively, Dave reached out and ran his fingertips along Kirk's taut stomach, stroking down the fuzzy trail 


below his navel. 
"Fuck, you're hot” Dave's tone was sinister, just above a whisper. James' envy reared its head once more. 
"Kiss me," Kirk growled, wrenching Dave's neck down toward him. Dave, calculatingly obedient again, complied. 


James watched their delicious lips slide against each other, wet, and red. Leaning down to elbows over him, 
Dave covered Kirk's entire body with his own, eliciting a soft, throaty sound, as the silkiness of their skin 
rubbing together created a stimulating warmth. James wanted to be right in between them, to feel the 

sensation of milk on caramel, but he remained trapped and untouched, desperate to stroke himself to the 


steamy sight before him. 


Dave cast a sidelong glance at him, noticing he was no longer encumbered by gag or blindfold, and pulled his lip 


up into a sneering smile when he recognized James' frustration Dave would not make this any easier on him. 


Just to prolong the torment, Dave began to kiss Kirk's neck, moving mere inches at a time down the length of 
his body, making eye contact with James periodically as he went. He carefully fingered the vein running along 


the underside of Kirk's cock before taking it in hand. 


He didn't break the eye contact when he opened his mouth and whirled his tongue around the head of Kirk's 
dick before taking the first few inches into his mouth, puffy lips closing around it, gorgeously. James thought 
he would come right there, watching Dave's pretty face take a cock like a champ, but he couldn't, his dick 
needing friction and not getting any. Kirk breathed loudly, his eyes closed. 


The longer he continued, the farther Dave managed to get Kirk down his throat. With every bob of his head, 
James saw him take more and more until he was gagging quietly, his hazel eyes watering as they bore into his 


own. 


Ís this revenge? James wondered as he leaked precum all over himself, ignored. Are they just fucking with me? 


Are they trying to torture me for real? 


Dave swallowed with great effort, a move that caused Kirk, so composed up to that point, to arch his back 
hard enough that he lifted off the bed, crying out with pleasure. He resumed panting, more heavily now, and, 
propping himself upright on an arm, he threaded the fingers of his opposite hand into Dave's hair. The redhead 
moaned, allowing Kirk to press him down farther on his cock until he choked. James almost cried listening to 
the sounds, his own weeping member and stretched hole longing for attention so badly that he kicked his legs 
against the bed, his frustration great. 


"Ow, fuck!" Kirk yanked Dave's head up combatively, pulling him all the way off. Dave smiled, his entire chin 


covered in drool, looking a total mess. "What's wrong with you?" 
"I thought you liked a little pain," Dave sassed Kirk. He made a chomping motion with his teeth and grinned. 
‘Not that hard. Don't bite my fucking dick off, man. Christ, you're mental.” 


"You can bite me, Dave. | won't mind” James pushed him with his foot. He was ready to try anything, so long 


as someone touched him. 


Dave grabbed at his toes and pulled his foot up to his face, nipping playfully at his skin He'd shifted enough so 
that James was able to just barely hook his foot around Dave's side, and tried to pull him closer. 


"You gonna just let him do that to you?" Kirk asked Dave, annoyed, and trying to assert his dominance in a way 
that would keep him from being nearly murdered again, having quickly learned that Dave was likely to fly off 


the handle at any perceived provocation. 


James kicked. He clipped Dave's hip bone with the ball of his foot, evoking a sharp intake of breath. He tried 
again, his strong legs able to do damage if he'd truly wanted them to. Dave tried to dodge him but received 
another flirtatious knock to his upper thigh. 


"Dave, | think he needs to be punished for that." 


To James’ surprise, Kirk reached over to open the drawer of the table and withdrew a key. He set in to 
unlocking him from the bed frame. 


Only one wrist was freed, but that was enough for James to pull his hand through the bars, the cuffs 
dangling from his arm. Kirk crawled up and over his body, straddling a leg before Dave sidled up just behind, 


curiously watching over his shoulder. 


Kirk lubed up the fingers of one hand. He dug the short nails of the other into James’ thigh, willing his legs 
further apart. James felt him exploring between his cheeks, slowly teasing the rim of his hole. 


Turning to look at Dave with a sly smile, he shoved his first finger forcefully into James. 


He cried out at the intrusion, so abrupt. The finger prodded in and out a couple of times before a second was 


added without warning. 


Dave reached forward, taking the back of Kirk's head in his hand and pulled him into another kiss, turned on by 
watching the aggressive finger fucking. 


James' hand ventured down to his own cock, the relief of touch making him sigh. 


His dick was suddenly slapped right out of his own hand, a stinging reminder that he was not in charge. "Should 
have left you chained up," Kirk said, Dave's hand still in his hair, and shoved into him hard. "But then | couldn't 
do this -." 


Kirk's fingers left his insides but were quickly placed on either hip and he was rolled over onto his belly. 


"Up," Kirk instructed. James lifted himself to all fours. A hand pressed onto his lower back, and he bent his 
knees and spread them until he was lowered to a height that he assumed must be lined up with a very 
specific part of Kirk. Dave flopped down next to him then, looking up lustfully into his face and stroking his 
blonde locks. Dave's touch was gentle, a contrast to the fingers in ass, his calloused fingertips running through 
his hair and down his neck to his shoulders, outlining the neck of the tank top. 


James' supporting arm was lifted as Dave shuffled himself underneath him, then pulled the sides of the shirt 
up and over his head, meticulously removing each arm from the garment, one at a time. 


He could feel his face contorting as Kirk went back to spreading him out, and Dave watched, entranced, from 
below. He traced along James' now-bare torso, exploring the narrow shape of his waist and broad, muscular 
shoulders. "Such a big fuckin’ dude to be such a pussy," Dave said quietly to him, the degrading words an 


instant turn-on. Dave somehow always knew what he liked. 


His soothing hand was laid along the side of his face. Dave searched his eyes, asking but already knowing the 


answer, "You want us to hurt you, Het?" 


James nodded in shame. 
"You like the feel of a cock down your throat?" 
"Yes," he whispered. Dave gifted him with a healthy slap to the face in response, accompanied by a wild grin 


Kirk, stretching him out, seemed to be intentionally avoiding that magical spot inside him that Dave had hit. He 
shifted his hips around trying to force the fingers there, but they refused to go. Kirk's other hand slapped 


him hard on the ass in reprisal. 


James’ dick pulsed with perverse enjoyment, a result of being hit. Dave noticed He grasped his hand around it, 
the welcome sensation causing James‘ muscles to contract against Kirk's fingers. Though the latter glared 
accusingly at Dave, he refrained from verbal chastisement. The silent tactic worked, and Dave removed his 


hand, James whining at the loss. 


"Give me your mouth," Dave said, the touch forceful now, holding his chin. He had managed to worm his way 


upward until he was leaned back against the headboard. 


James dropped his head into Dave's lap and breathed him in, his scent heady and familiar. Dave had been 
patient, hadn't been allowed any pleasure for himself yet, but still he waited, letting James take his time. He 
didn't force him down. Not yet. 


James tentatively moved onto his elbows, allowing his hand access to Dave's body, his fingers tugging softly at 
the auburn curls that lay around his manhood. Kirk slapped him again for moving too much. It stung. He moved 


again, this time just for the fun of it and was rewarded with another hard smack. 


Maybe he was just fucked up, but as he licked the head of Dave's cock, he detected a salty sweetness and 


couldn't help himself from moaning at it. 
Why does that taste so good? 


James wanted to eat him alive in that moment, to absolutely devour him, and wrapped his tongue around the 


head before tightening his lips and sliding down his shaft. 


Dave had waited too long. James felt him buck up into his mouth instantly, a deep, throaty gasp accompanying 
the thrust. He breathed loudly, seemingly unable to control the noises he made as James began sloppily sucking 
his cock. Dave would be lucky if he made it more than a couple minutes, judging by the state he was in. 


Behind him, Kirk watched closely. James looked up at Dave's face, hoping to see his expression, but his head 
was thrown back and all he got was a view of a neck and square jaw line. He felt the *plink* of something 
bouncing off his back and looked at the object. Kirk had tossed the little bottle of lube at him. He knew what 


that meant even before Kirk spoke. 


"Use your hands, James." 

James behaved intentionally dense. He wrapped his fingers tighter around the base of Dave's cock as he 
bobbed his head, his hand jerking up to meet his mouth. Dave was in another world, groaning and gripping the 
bed frame behind him with one hand, twisting James hair with the other, not even hearing Kirk's words. 
James received a hard slap. 


"No. Not like that. You know what | mean" 


He paused his actions to squeeze a little of the lube onto his fingers. Dave observed this with curiosity as 


continued to tug on his hair the way he liked it, just on the other side of too hard. 


James ran the tip of his finger from below Dave's balls up the split of his cheeks, finding a tight pucker there 
and stroking over it. Dave drew a sharp intake of breath at the new sensation, and softly exhaled words. 


"Dirty boy. Always knew you liked it nasty." 

He took Dave back into his mouth as he fingered the rim of his hole, feeling it tense and relax as he played. 
Kirk pulled his fingers out of James. 

"Open him up," Kirk breathed. 


Dave was thrusting his hips jerkily and James guessed that he was close already, his cock swelling slightly in 
his mouth, knuckles on the bed frame turning white, his fist in his hair pushing his head down harder. 


James felt something else behind him, something blunt and warm and slick between his cheeks. 
"Hetfield. Open him up. Do it" 
James applied suction with his mouth as he pushed his finger past the tight ring of muscle. 


Kirk had timed it exactly. He sank into James just as he watched the long finger enter Dave and curl. His cock 


was the catalyst, a hot skewer sinking through James into Dave, three bodies connected in erotic passion. 
The visual, combined with the vibration of the choked off wail around his cock sent Dave into a tailspin 


"Ohhhh my fucking God," he whined, as he lost control, coming apart in James' mouth. The penetrating finger 
pushed against his prostate, stroking deftly, easy to find in such a state of arousal. Dave's body convulsed 
around the digit, his hand coming off the bed frame and gripping James’ shoulder in place as he shot over and 


over down his throat, burying himself to the hilt. 


His ass stretched out painfully around Kirk's cock, James struggled to focus on swallowing, the semen dripping 
out of his mouth and flooding over Dave's body. Kirk had substantial girth and could no longer torturously 
avoid hitting James' prostate on his thrusts, finally conceding to him the pleasure he craved. 


Dave had gone limp and slumped down against the pillows. Filthily, James kissed him, Dave's own juices covering 
his lips, and grunted into his mouth as he was fucked hard. 


Spanks and slaps battering his hips and ass cheeks, James was abused to his great pleasure. He closed his 


eyes, each stinging connection sending a shiver up his back. 


He felt Dave shimmy farther under him again, as his still-handcuffed wrist was pulled up behind his back, his 
arm bent at the elbow, his shoulder twisting. A big hand surrounded his cock and began to stroke him, keeping 
up the same rhythm as Kirk fucking him roughly from behind Another hand gripped his throat, the fingers 


digging in under his jaw bone. He could feel bruises forming. 
"Do you want teeth?" Dave breathed harshly, but Kirk answered for James. 
"He wants it." 


Dave bit his nipple hard with his incisors, and James felt the pain shoot through his chest. He yelped as the 
teeth moved to the side and snapped down on the skin and muscle on the outside of his ribcage. He could feel 
air being sucked in as Dave inhaled the scent of his armpit, and jacked him off more fiercely, aroused by the 


musky fragrance of his sweat. 


The stirrings of an orgasm began, the pressure building from two directions at once. Low groans raised in 


pitch as he got closer. 


Kirk was not ready. He reached around, grabbing James’ balls to try to stifle his release, but the rough 
handling had the opposite effect, pushing him right to the edge. 


"Fuck yeah, come on my chest. Come on, James. You easy fucking slut.” 
"Don't do it, | swear to God" Kirk, breathless, sounded serious. 


"Let me have it. You're just a weak whore. You can't help it” Dave, riled by the competition, was grinning wildly 


at James, willing him to orgasm with his fast hand and his dirty mouth. 


A tingling began in his abdomen and spread fast. His legs trembled and his balls pulled up tightly. He heard Kirk 
growl in frustration but he couldn't stop nature. James spasmed around Kirk's cock as he came all over Dave's 
stomach and chest, soiling his body, splattering him white. Not realizing he had been holding his breath, he 

released it with a noisy, tremulous ‘whoosh’, his arm muscles beginning to fail as he struggled to stay upright 


through the waves of delirium. 


Kirk pulled out of him, his peak not having been reached. He wound up and open-hand smacked James across 


the ass so hard that he fell bonelessly next to Dave from the force of impact. 


"You fucking bastards." 
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Kirk looked down upon the both of them in disdain. The mild undercurrent of humor present in all his prior 


words was gone and he wore a wildness separate from anything James had ever seen from him before. 


James rolled onto his back and Kirk pawed at his cock, so limp now, that he almost threw it down in disgust. He 
looked instead, with a shade of anger, to Dave, hard again already, and reached out to wrap fingers around his 
erection instead. Overly sensitized, Dave jerked a little at the initial touch, then moaned softly, submitting to 
Kirk's languid strokes. 


"Help me out here. James?" Kirk asked, "Can you grab his neck?" 


Even in his fucked-out state, James felt himself unable to say no to Kirk. His hand shot out around Dave's 
throat before the redhead had time to react to the sudden change in tone. James squeezed. Dave clawed at 
him, pinched his skin terribly hard, but James did not let go. Kirk put his full weight over Dave's kneecaps so 
that he couldn't kick. 


"Good boy." Kirk smiled again, that sickly cheery smile, his pretty brown eyes twinkling with mischief, but the 


coldness in his voice was still present. 


Where Dave had been begrudging, at best, at taking orders from Kirk, James ate it up, happy to act as his 


muscle. 


"Hold him tight for me, will ya?" Escaping the fighting hands that grew weaker as Dave lost oxygen, James 
shifted his body around to get better access for restraint. "Now keep him still” 


James, with significant effort, got Dave into a sleeper hold, moving behind and partly under him, muscular 
arms wrapping around his neck, long legs pinning his arms down. In this position, he knew Dave wouldn't be able 
to pull any of his wily karate moves to free himself. James was strong, as strong as Dave, and taller. He let 


Kirk command his body; a thrall doing his bidding. 


He watched as Kirk fished around behind himself for the lube bottle, somewhere in the sheets, and finally 
made contact. He wasn't sure how Kirk planned to get himself inside Dave from that position without being 


kicked away. 


Dave was making weak noises, protesting and breathing out curses. 


"Can you shut him up?" Kirk asked, sweetly again. The discarded panties, cold and wet with saliva, were next to 
the pillow. James grabbed them with one hand, shoving them into Dave's mouth, then clamped a hand down so 
he couldn't spit them out. Recalling the blindfold, he released his neck for a moment to grab it and used it to 
tie tightly around Dave's open mouth, gagging him completely. 


Dave thrashed his head backward into James’ sternum, but was quickly stopped again by a strong forearm 


smashing down against his windpipe. 


To James’ surprise, Kirk slicked up Dave, rather than himself. Dave went tense in his arms at the touch of the 
cool liquid, but quickly recovered. Puzzled as to what could possibly be going through Kirk's mind, it was still 
unclear to James what was in store. 


Therefore, he almost gasped in surprise when he watched Kirk shuffle forward on his knees, and line himself 
up with Dave's now only half-hard cock, lowering himself temptingly against it, teasing the tip. He watched the 
erection build and strengthen again, Dave's body reacting to the stimulation. He was no longer actively trying to 
escape, but James kept him still, regardless. 


Kirk reached behind his back and put a finger inside himself to get ready. His hips rocked a little at the touch, 


and he let out a small sound, his eyebrows narrowing. 


He slid the head of Dave's dick between his cheeks back and forth several times, and then raised his hips, lined 
up, and slowly pushed back down, sheathing Dave inside himself. 


The muscles of Dave's stomach flexed and strained as he was enveloped. His eyebrows knitted together, his 


toes curled, and he made a small "mmmff" sound, unable to adequately vocalize through the gag. 

Kirk was slow to complete his descent onto Dave's cock, his ass tight and woefully underprepared for 
penetration James saw in his eyes that it hurt, but he knew how to ease the tension, moving up and down 
little by little, coaxing himself open to take more. 

Once he was able to get Dave deeply inside himself, he rolled his hips back and forth and took himself in hand, 
stroking along with the motion. James was hardening again observing the scene. Kirk was so in control, forcing 
Dave to fuck him how he wanted it, using him as a sex Toy. 

"Can he breathe?" Kirk asked James, the words tumbling out fast. 

"Yeah, he's okay." James assessed the shallow rise and fall of Dave's come-splattered chest. 


"Make it so he can't," came the response. 


James had to obey. 


He tightened his arm around Dave's neck, cutting off the air and arteries. Dave's panicked eyes fluttered up to 
meet his, begging him to stop, but he wouldn't. The broad chest under him shook as he tried to get air in any 
manner possible, but he failed. Dave's face was turning as bright as his hair, but James couldn't help him. Kirk 


was staring him down, forcing him to continue. 

Kirk stroked faster as he writhed, fucking himself fiercely now on Dave's cock. Dave's hips raised off the bed 
for a second, lifting Kirk up, before falling back down as he passed out in James’ arms. Kirk groaned deeply and 
with several erratic jerks of his hips, came into his own hand, his head falling forward, square shoulders 
heaving. 

He lazily slapped Dave's limp body and sagged back, panting through the rest of his orgasm. 

Afraid now of what he had done, James relaxed his hold on Dave and clapped his cheek a couple of times to 
rouse him. His eyes shot open eventually, and his body convulsed as he gasped for air, struggling to get a full 


breath through the layers of fabric. James could hear a wheeze as he tried to draw air in through his nose. 


Kirk lifted himself off, no longer instructing James’ actions, preoccupied with finding a discarded garment to use 


to clean up. 


James stroked his hands through Dave's hair, moving the strands from his forehead in comfort. He untied the 


ribbon to allow him to breathe through his mouth. 
"You all right?" His deep voice was gentle, concern clouding his blue eyes. 


Dave looked up and nodded. He closed his lids. James petted his face, suddenly hit by guilt over the distress 


he'd caused as he gazed down over the auburn eyelashes lying against blushed cheeks. 


Carefully, Kirk wiped Dave off as best he could. His chest hair had captured much of the semen they'd shot 


onto him, and it proved a challenge to get him clean. 


James wiggled around until he was on his side, and rolled Dave over to spoon him. He pulled his knees up behind 


his, and ran fingers through sweaty hair, pulling it behind his shoulder to kiss the nape of his neck 

"You sure you're alright?" Dave had been silent since being revived 

"Yeah, I'm good" His voice was hoarse. 

James wrapped his arm all the way around him, holding him close. 

Kirk lay down on the other side of Dave to plant a gentle kiss on his forehead, and ran a finger along the side 
of his lips. He stroked his hand softly down the arm James had coiled around Dave's body and threaded their 


fingers together. A hint of worry clouded his eyes as he peered at James, perhaps concerned he'd gotten too 


carried away for his own good. 


Kirk slipped the key off the bedside table and unlocked the tight cuff that remained on James’ wrist. He 


squeezed, soothingly, massaging the reddened skin 


"lll be right back," he said, and got up from the bed, covering the two of them with the sheet before he left 


the room. 


James was aware of Dave's breathing beginning to even out. He was drifting off in his arms, his usual fire 
subdued, the intimate posture tugging at James’ heart strings. He ran his hand along the lines of Dave's body, 
his wide ribcage, his square hip bones, the muscular tops of his thighs, hoping that his kind touch was a 


comfort. 


Kirk came back in with three glasses of water, setting two on James’ side of the bed, and sipping from a 


third. 


"How are you doing?” Kirk asked, sitting down next to him. "Sore? Sorry if | went, uh, a little overboard" He was 


less threatening now that he had reverted to his usual state, his big, puppy-dog eyes wide and earnest. 


"Its aright. You didn't. Not to me, anyway. You might owe him an apology in the morning, though," James 
replied, gesturing at Dave with his head. 


"IIl make it up to him with breakfast. | make a mean coffee, ya know." 
"He'll be okay. Just needs a little T-L-C, | think" 


Kirk laughed softly. Sheepishly. "Wish I'd known you were so kinky before this. We could have had a lot more 
fun, way back when" 


"What's stopping us now?" 
"Well, l'm married, for one..." 


James sighed. He reached out, pulling on Kirk's arm, "Just come here." Putting his cup down, Kirk moved to lay 


next to James, climbing under the covers. 


Scooping his arm down under Dave's legs, and pressing into his back with his chest, James scooted him gently 
over, trying not to disturb him too badly. He murmured softly but didn't complain, nestling his head into 


James’ bicep under his neck. 


Kirk encircled James' waist and leaned his head into his back. All three were tired, exhausted from their 
exploits and the night of heavy drinking. James felt gentle caresses along the softness of his abdomen, fingers 
trailing the peach fuzz on his belly. Kirk had a calming touch, completely contradictory to his dominating 


Viciousness just minutes earlier. 


"Can | sleep here again tomorrow night?" James turned his head to face upwards, addressing Kirk behind him. 


"Yeah, of course. But | think maybe you should drop by Lars’ house to pick up your bag tomorrow. You need 
some clothes that fit you. If you keep wearing that tiny outfit | can't make any promises about what | might 
or might not have to do to you." 


James let a little huff of laughter out of his nose. "Fine. Not saying | mind it, though." 


Kirk kissed him between his shoulder blades and squeezed his hip reassuringly. He snuggled up against James’ 
backside, his soft cock nestling between the top of his cheeks and ceased his movements, close now to 


slumber. 


James finally relaxed into the warmth surrounding him, swirling between the layers of consciousness, praying 
he would have enough wherewithal to remember all this in the morning once the alcohol wore off. His face in a 
sea of curls, body safe in a cocoon of silky skin, he eventually lost the battle to stay awake, slipping blissfully 


out of awareness and into the arms of dreams. 


